THE    TRAIL    BACK
(chamber-pot)  circulates under his nose to raise his fallen
spirits.
On this as on other trails we stopped fairly often. A leisurely
cigarette made the going easier. Now and then the runners had
to be re-iced, — which meant that the sled was unloaded and
loaded again; and that took time. One of the sleds in our cara-
van might have been held up while its driver went after a bird,.
and it was only just that we wait for him. And tea! There was
always a fitting moment to stop, turn an empty packing case on
its side, and brew a pot of tea within its shelter. Now and then
it even happened that we did not know quite where we were,,
and the route had to be discussed by the several drivers.
Poor L.! It was too soon for him to be habituated to the
rhythm of Eskimo life, and he was desperate.
'We'll never get anywhere at this rate! To hell with this tea
business. I don't want tea, do you?5
He would fume and stamp, of course to no avail.
I would say to him: 'It's true you don't want tea. But they
do. And whenever an Eskimo turns to you and says, "Perhaps
you would like to stop and make tea?55 you had better smile and
say that you were about to suggest the same thing. For what
his question meant was: "I am going to stop and make tea.'5 *
I am sure that L. was not convinced; but I am equally sure-
that he learnt in time that I was not making fun of him. I tried
to tell him that the more one entered into the mood of the Eski-
mos, and shared their view of a situation, the better humour
that put them in, and then there was nothing they would not
do for one; and they can be confoundedly helpful when they-
want to be. The contrary was equally true, I said; and if you.
resisted them, or were not shrewd enough to play -their game-
according to their rules, they had a thousand ways of making
you pay for your stubbornness.
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